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inhabitants freed by the British Army its deepest feelings of
hearty gratitude/3

And General Pinney sent this message to me.

" General Pinney thanks you and all ranks under your com-
mand for- your great and successful efforts during the recent
operations."

A further great drive was then ordered as an operation to be
conducted by the 5th Corps, which included the penetration
and capture of the Foret de Mormal, an immense and very
thickly planted forest -of dense undergrowth extending from west
to east for over seven miles. The operation included the passage
of the River Sambre and the capture of the important town of
Maubeuge. I was sitting chatting to Kiddie, my regimental
sergeant-major, when a motor cyclist brought this message to
my headquarters in a farm-house.

It was with Kiddie that I had fired the first Vickers gun on the
Western Front from over the sand-bags, opposite to Bois Grenier,
in early December 1914 ; and we were very near to Le Gateau,
where the 93rd had first met the German Army in that disaster
of which I heard on the decks of the Edinburgh Castle.

I had remarked to Kiddie how curious it was that in casting
the mind's eye back across the memories of war, the incidents
which seemed to stand out most clearly were those connected
with the weather. Grey evening clouds hovering like vultures
ready to swoop down with outspread wings to devour the land-
scape, and then that devastating body-tearing barrage. The
brilliantly bright and warm sunny morning, and then the field
of carnage. A night upon which the flying clouds brushed
past the cold rays'of the moon, sometimes lifting their train to
allow a shaft of silver to steal down upon mortal man stalking
on a raiding party in a watery waste of shell-holes: and then
over the top, somehow through the wire, down into the Boche
trench, a bayonet-stab here, the flash of a pistol, then another
and another; people shouting, machine-guns going like hell
anywhere and everywhere, rockets soaring up into the air,
chunks of mud and tufts of earth flying round your ears; grab
somebody by the arm, he is whimpering, he'll do ; pull him out
of the trench behind you, run like the devil, back through the
wire, topple over into your own trench, badly winded, shrapnel
bursting all round: your skin's whole; drag your prisoner
down into your dugout, have a look at him, a pudding-faced kid,